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Texas Pop Festival 


Author's Notes: 
This story is dedicated to Nexus and other Janis' fans here. | hope you'll like it. 


31.081969, Texas Pop Festival, Lewisville, TX. 


It was hot. Beautiful weather, just perfect for the outdoor event such as this festival. Lots of people around, 
music resounding from the stages and also from tents, campers, from under the trees, where amateur 
musicians were strumming on their guitars, hoping to attract the attention of someone from the music 


industry perhaps, or just doing this for pure pleasure. 


Robert was lying on his back in the shade of a big tree, a little off the beaten track, but still able to see and 
hear all perfectly. 

He was thinking about how far he managed to get in less than a year since he met that, somewhat odd - as 
he then thought- guy named Jimmy. They just finished their third THIRD!, tour in the United States. And 


now, Texas Pop Festival .. he barely could believe it. 


- Hello, may | join you, or you're waiting for someone? - a bit screechy voice resounded over Robert, so he 
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opened his eyes. 

The sun blinded him, so he shielded his eyes with hand. What he saw was only the dark silhouette of the girl. 
- Sure, sit down - He responded and also sat straight. 

The girl plopped down heavily beside him. She was dressed in jeans bell-bottoms and colourful, loose blouse. She 
had long, unruly hair that hid most of her face. 

Now, when the wind blew pretty strongly, her face was completely invisible. She brushed her mane back 
slightly, but still it was hard to see her, because she had big, round sunglasses on her nose. 


- Would you like some? - she reached out a beer bottle toward him. 


- Thanks, | have mine - he raised the bottle with disgustingly warm alcohol and drank it with grimace. Eleven 


days earlier he turned 2l and could finally legally drink in this country. 

- Are you running away from the crowd? - she asked. 

- For a moment. | am here with the band, we have a performance later on. - Robert moved the chin ahead, in 
a little bit impudent gesture. He was really proud of what he was doing in life. - We are Led Zeppelin, perhaps 


you could hear? 


The girl took another sip of beer and dug up a joint from her blouse's pocket. She didn't seem to be stunned 
by what she just heard, noticed a slightly disappointed Robert. 


- And what's your name? - she asked, lighting a match. 


- I'm Robert - he said looking at her tiny hands and thin wrist adorned with delicate pattern, like a flower 


bracelet. 
- Robert ... nice. I'm Janis. Do you want to drag? - She puffed out marijuana's aromatic smoke and again threw 
back her hair dancing in the wind, leaned back, propped on her hand and turned face to the sun 


Robert looked at her stunned "Janis? Janis Joplin ?? " Now he could see her face better. That was her, 


without a doubt. He took a joint from her and dragged twice. 
- Is this tattoo or henna? - he touched lightly her skin 


- A tattoo. | designed it myself - she smiled at him sadly. - | know your band, Robert. | bought your album, 
its very good. | didn't think, however, that that voice belongs to such a kid! 


Robert felt a bit offended. 


- I'm not a kid. l'm married, we have a daughter. 
Janis started to laugh. 


- And a face of an angel. l'm sorry, | didn't mean to offend you. You're fantastic, | really think so. But your look 
doesn't bother you to be fantastic, obviously. 


Robert smiled broadly. Janis herself praised him! However, he still had the feeling that she was mocking at him 
a bit. 


- l'm sure that girls cling you like bees to the honey, huh? 
- Well... tm not complaining .. - he boldly looked into her eyes. She was still laughing. 


- Yeah, | have no doubts.. | guess you feel like a master of the universe now, huh? - she glanced at him 


sideways. 


Different thoughts flashed through her mind. Maybe some of them were even a little.. naughty. She liked this 
guy a lot, but she thought to herself that he's still so young, full of life, gushing with health, vitality and ... yes 


. testosterone. Suddenly, for a moment, she felt old and very tired. She was only five years older.. 

- You are very young and very horny. Don't be ashamed of this, it's natural. But be careful and don't confuse 
love with interest of female fans. They don't want YOU. They want Robert, the sexy guy in tight pants, whom 
they see on stage. 

- But that Robert is me! - Robert looked at her as if she was crazy. 

Janis cocked her head and looked at him over her glasses. 

- Really? That guy from the stage it's REALLY you? Are you sure? 

-Well.yes... 

- Come on! You are an intelligent guy, you know very well what | mean. These chicks don't want to know you, 
they are not interested in what you have to say about politics, or history. They want to be able to tell their 
female friends that they screwed you. They are interested only in your dick. Well, | can't blame them, being 
honest... no. But, are you a dick, Rob? 


Robert was looking at her for a long moment, thinking about what he had heard. Janis raised a bottle of beer 


in toast gesture in his direction and laughed with her screeching laugh again. 


- Exactly. Y'see? | thought so .. - she said confirming the conclusion that Robert apparently already reached in 
his head. 


- You're rich, man. You have a talent, but the most important, your greatest treasure, is that you have a 
family. A girl who loves you not for the fact that you're a star, but | think, with quite different reasons. The 
girl who married you and gave you a child. You are not alone .. - she added quietly. 

- And what about you? Do you have your man? 

She shook her head 

- But for sure you have friends who are there for you..? 


Janis stuck her eyes in Robert's eyes for quite a while, then looked down and said quietly: 


- |.. Il tell you something about me. On stage, | make love to 25,000 different people, then | go home alone. | 
don't wish this for you, Rob, believe me. 


Robert looked at her speechless. There was so much sadness in her words.. 


And she got up, brushed off the grass, then leaned over, took him under his chin, lifted his face toward hers 
and gently kissed him on the lips. 


- Take care, kid - she said for goodbye and slowly, a bit unsteadily perhaps, she went toward the tents. 

He saw her just one more time. Just before going on stage with Led Zeppelin. There was a lot of mess near 
the stage, many people around, someone patted him on the back, someone else was trying to outshout the 
general hubbub and speak to him or to another band member. He was thirsty and thought to himself that the 


last joint wasn't necessary. 


- Does anyone have something to drink? - he threw somewhat helplessly to the people around him. - Hey, 
people! Give me something to drink! Anything! Pleasel! 


- Here you are, you may sip mine - he heard suddenly and someone's cool hand rested on his bare shoulder. 


Janis stood right behind him and handed him a tall, cold glass, filled in three-quarters with orange juice. 

- Thank you - he smiled gratefully and drank all at once. 

- Good luck! - she said. 

He lost his breath, because it turned out that the drink in 10% consisted of the vodka. Janis laughed and 
patted him on the back. When he started to breathe again, Peter pushed him towards the entrance to the 


stage. 


He looked back at her again, with eyes teary from cough. He couldn't see her clearly, but he saw her raising 


thumbs up, wishing him good luck. She was still laughing. 


Janis died little more than a year later, on 04.0ctober I970. She didn't manage to listen to Led Zeppelin's third 


album, which was released on the market only one day later. 


